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life that I once knew, and down there, among the
stalwarts that had so suddenly and strangely grown
bent, grey and old, and the babies that had so sud-
denly and strangely shot up into young men and
women, I was rapidly becoming a man from another
place, a stranger. But up there, on the moors, there
were no changes at all. I saw what I had always
seen, and there was no sense that did not receive the
same old benediction.

Yet it was not the same. I sat down on the smooth
springy grass, with my back against a rock, and as I
smoked my pipe in that high lonely place, I tried to
disentangle it all. I was happy to be there again, and
not a sight, a sound, an odour, that returned to me
failed to give me pleasure, and yet in this happiness
there was the strangest melancholy. It was as if
there was between me and these dear and familiar
sights and sounds a sheet of glass. I felt as if I had
only to pluck the ling and heather at my side for it to
wither and crumble in my hand. I might have been
a man on parole for one golden afternoon from some
distant internment camp. There were no tears in my
eyes but I will swear my mind knew the salt glitter of
them. If I had spoken to a fellow-traveller then, he
would have concluded that I was a man who had
once known great happiness in these parts and had
then gone into some sad exile. And he would have
been wrong. I am happier now than ever I was when
I used to come to these moors week in and week out,
when I was on the easiest and friendliest terms witk